26    THE CYCLE OF SPRING
But, Poet, surely we must die,
sooner or later ?
No, King, that's a lie. When we
feel for certain that we are alive, then
we know for certain that we shall go
on living. Those who have never
put life to the test, in all possible
ways, these keep on crying out :
Life is fleeting, Life is waning,
Life is like a dew-drop on a lotus leaf.
But, isn't life inconstant ?
Only because its movement is un-
ceasing. The moment you stop this
movement, that moment you begin
to play the drama of Death.
Poet, are you speaking the truth ?
Shall we really go on living ?
Yes, we shall really go on living.
Then, Poet, if we are going to go on
living, we must make our life worth
its eternity. Is not that so ?